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Mm. Frazer sat down heavily In a low
rocking chair and took ber durning bRkt
ot her Iap. She drow a rather Inrge biuck
stocking up over her arm, thrustlhg ler
hund well down Into the feot and spreading
her fingers far apary She It
earalfully, with her head on one shile and a
ltule pnear-sightod squint lo her oyes

Then she threaded o noedle and dropped a
Elnsa olntment jar, over which she always
durned, into the stocking

Tha door Lell tang

‘0, mercy on us!’ sald Mrs, Frazer
Jumpesd up atiMy, but so suddenly that the
darning things rolled all over the
“Just because 1'd met out to darn!
embiolder on them plllow shame n
an’ pot a soul would set foot In this |
1 wondor who it Is!"

examined

Bhy

loor,

She lfted one edge of the shwule und
peercd out cautioualy, "0, my! [t'a Mis'
Dwan. I'd almost rether 1L had Deen the

minister.'

Bhe guthored up the daroing Impliemonis
and the red canton Nannel stocking bag wnd
hurrled {nto the bedroom. She fetutned In
A moment and with a trlumphant alr iald
a partly embraidered plllow sham carcleasly
on the table, thrust n nesdle {nte It and
sot her thimble beside It. Then #ho opened |
the door, |

“Why, Mis' Dean! You don't mean It!
Really, now? Well, I'm amazed. 1 thought
you never was comin', Come right in—don’t
mind your rubbers. My carpet aln't nIlL-|
warp henrietty. I never take my tubbers |
off anywheron, It's too mueh troublle, If
folks don't like my rubbers, they needn't
ke me—that's nll! Liove me, love my rub-
boers,” she added, with a comfortable Inugh,
preceding her guest Into the sltting room.

Mre. Dean sank into a low chilr. She waa
n small, colorless woman with cold eyes and
u stubborn mouth.

“Such a hill as you lve on!' she suld in
an Injured tone, ‘'‘What possecssed you to
buy ‘way up hersa?"

0, just to glva folks somethin' to won-

dor about,” replisd Mrs. Frager, with her
mollow, exasporating laugh. “Folka are
bound to ask questlons, you know. If they

don't ask what made ua bulld 'way up here
they ask why we didn't put a porch clenr
around, or n bay window in the bath room,
or why we dldn't run our pipes on the out-
slde o' tho house."”

“Yes,' suld Mrs, Dean, coldly.
oyes were commencing to let out n little
unsuspoected flre.. She had many unervous
movoments. Her vell waas too short, and
ghe kept putting up a carelessly gloved
hand to draw It down over het thin chin,
Bach time 1t sprang back, llke a plece
of rubber, and curved In to her lips with
every breath,

“You makin' shams?"

"Yes—I was just workin' on 'em."

The door bell rang.

“Well!" sald Mrs. Frazer, Bhe got up
more slowly this tlme. She was a large
womman; she moved stlifly. *IL never rulns
but It pours,”

Sublimaly unconsclous &f her rudeness ghe
went to the door. "

0, Mis' Hostetter! You, s It7 Well,
I'm right glad you come. Btep In. 1 guess
you, know Mis' Dean?'' sbe added, humor-
ously,

“O my, ves,” sald Mrs. Hostetter, sitting
on the edge of a chalr. Bhe was tall and
thin. She stooped slightly.

“T was afradd It might be the minister,"”
Mra. Frazer resumed her place.

“Woll, talkin' about the minlster,” sald
Mra, Dean, lowering her volee, “'1 just
want that you should notlce how often he
goes to Mlss Huntley's, I've sean him go
there time an’ ag'iln. He's mighty scarce
in his callin’ at our house, I notlce, * * *
Why, I wonder where the trunk's a-goln’
in that express wagon!'

The other two women came to the win-
dow at once,

"I wonder!" sald Mrs., Frazer, rubbing
her chin. “There ain’t a soul movin’ in
round here anywheres that | know of. 1
can‘t think where it can be goln® to. Bartlo's
house Is right In the way, Bo's we can't
soe, oven If we go outside.”

“Like a8 not some of your nelghbors has
had company come,”" suggested Mra, IHos-
tetter,

“"Well, I'Il run In an' ask Mis' Bartlo
tomorrow if she see where It went to."
Mre. Frazer sighed as she spoke, and turned
reluctantly from the window.

“Well,”" sald Mrs. Hostetter, drawlng a
long breath, "1 just run Iln to see I you'd

Her pale

heard the lutest. 1 can't stay. I've got my
weelt's bake gettin' ready to xo in the
Ofﬁn.“

If you mean sbout the way Mr. Daven-
port 's bean a-actin’' up,"” said Mrs, Frazer,
cloalpg her Mps grimly, "l've heard.”

“S0 ‘'ve 1, swld Mrs. Dean. *'I think
that's just harrable. 1 don't mean to bid
bim the tlme o' day 1f I die for M."

“Well, I don't neither. But 1 just wnnt
to tell you what Mis' Graham says when I
told her. She walted tell 1 got all through,
an' then she up an' says she didn't think
it could be true. After my a-tellln' ‘er|
80 1 lust told her 1t waa true.”

“What ‘id she say then?"

“What do you suppose ghe sald? Bhe just
looked me in tho eye, an' says, ca’'mly, that
if it wus true she was sorry he'd done
wrong, but that she dldn’t conslder one per-
pon ‘ad ought to Jjudge another. Bayas she
thought 1t wos human nature to do wrong,
an’ that we'd ought to be sorry for each
other, an’ help each other up.'

““Why, the idea! What 'Id you say?
bope you give her a good one'’

“Well, I 414" Mrs, Hostetter spoke with
triumph. *I ¢told her well I was a Chris-
tlan an' belonged to church, an' ghe wouldp't
kotch me upheldin® a man that ‘ad turned
hisself out to bo what Mr. Davenport had,
1 saked her how you could piek out respec-
table folks if they wwa on speakin' torms
with that kind, Then she sald somethin'
reel profans. Bho guessed that God could
put his fioger on 'em! O, that made me
offul mad! 1 sald, well, I wouldn't speak
to Mr, Davenport an' I dldn't reckon Mis'
Dean and Mis' Frazer would, elther, an'
that we was the leadin' ones in the church.”

“Good for you! I guess she didn't have
anything furder to eay to that, did she?

I

THE DOVE-COLORED DOOCR.

A Story of Village Scandal Mongers and a Tragedy Wrought by
Women's ldle Tongu s,
By ELLA HIGGINSON,

| B

"Yes, she dld, Thet's what makes me
a0 offul mad, 8he up an' says then, still
ea'm ke, that she dldn't consider 1t would !
hurt any good woman to be kind to .\lr.l
Davenport, even if he had done what was |
alaimed og'in him—which she didn’t be- |
Heve! The brazen thing says that ag'in—
an’ It might do him some good.*

The door opened suddenly and o slatiernly
girl burst {oto the room. She stopped und |
stared wt the guests, Then she threw h.:r|
hand over her face, glggled bashfully, sud
exclndming, "0, now!*" retlred nolsily

*What do you think o' that?" exclafmed |
Mrs., Frager. In a tone of exasperation,
“after all I've talked to her, a-trounciu’ in
here that way before people! A woman
might as well be crazy at cmot, as to keep |
a hired girl, They're that mortifying.” |

“Now 1hat makes me think,” said Mpe
Hostattler, "1 was sayln' the same thiug
o Mis' Graham the eother duy, an' what 4*
you s'pose she says? Bho says #he thinks
bired girls bave an offul hard life Bha
fecla sorry for 'em. She keeps a rockin'
eholr 'n in the kitchen fer her'n an' leis
bher go out ten times n week If sho wants,
Bays she thinks it'sa offul hard fer a girl|
to have to ask every time she wants to go
anywharen. She suys she gels cross some-
thmos am® lets her tempor go at her girl,
an' then she niwnys goes back an' apolo-
glees.  She ain't got any soch wond as
sorvant in hor vocabillary.™ |

“Buch sliliness!” sald Mra. Frager, seorm- |
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fully, "A-<rulnin' Nired glris that way!”
“Well, 1T must say,” admitted Mrs. Dean
relucta “that Mis" Grabam's hired girl
tlon to general run of ‘em,
Hhe warshipe Lhe g id Mig' Graham wsets
foot to, ue' her legs off for her."
"The worat thine she sald,” put lo Mrs,
Hostetter, “wax she dJdidn't think
women had ougi got together an' talk
aver gliris' Says she'd Just ae soon
b ody would anak her how she llked her
hnd ns her how she liked her
hired girl Bays ahe's been gullty of such
things herself, but she ain't goin’ to agaln.
0, | never hear on's’
“l'guess nhe'a craey!"”
Yl gucEs in, She
girls d4'critlcizia’ our
oLalption (L'
“There goes that express wag'n  back
agaln em’ty.” Interrupied Mms. I"razer; In a
perplexed tone. “1 ean't Imagine whers
that trunk went to. Mr, Brown told me
yeste'day that Mis' Brown wa'nt eomin’

tho

I An ex

would run
thut
1 41]

taultn

0 nmk

auch goln’

whi eays If wo caught

faults we'd have a

me for o weel, but mobbe she Just tele-
grafted an' come right on.”

Yuut whoen you want reel seandal,' sald
M, Hontetter, ln n low tone, “you have

1o go on a plece forder 'n Mr. Davenport.”
Mia, Fruzer's plllow sham sank rustling
into her lap.

“Ia there anyithing worse?'' asked Mra.
Doan, breathlessly,

A IHile smile wrinkled Mrs. Hoststter's
| face.  “Yos'" sbo sald, Ubriefly, ‘“‘thera's
somoethin' worae. ™

“What Is 11?" nasked both women at
| onee,

Mrs. Hostetter was tamtalizingly slow in

replying. She looked out of the window with
an wir of mystery glooming over her. "I
don't know us 1 ought (o tell you—if you
aln't notived.”

“I ain't neticed a thing.”

"1 ain't, either. It can't
neighborhood.'” C

“It'& In this nelghborhood,
ary of two blocks.
three months,
oyes,"

The other two women eat sllent, crushed.

“You ean both o you look out o' thla
window without ever n-leaving your seats
an' ece the front door o' the woman It's
about, It's as innocent lookin' a front door
ng yvou'd find a-goin' froom one end o' the
street to the other. It's o llttle you cin
tell about people by thelr front dooors.”

The other two women had etarted and
looked out the window. The glance of each
went jumplng along [rom one door to an-
other, There wane o vellow door, and n gloss
door, and a grained door, and a dove-colored
door., They looked at each other; then at
Mrs, Hostetter. “Mis' Mayhew!' they ex-
elolmed as one woman,

Mrs. Hostetter half
"Unh-hunh," she sald,

The  sllence was Intense, The two
women's [aces were working with etartied
conjecture,

“A scandal about her!" breathed out Mrs.
Fragzer, at last,

“W'y, you'd think sugar wouldan't melt In
her mouth," sald Mrs, Dean,

“Sho sings in the choir.”

“An's on the liberry board.”

“An' the executive commitiee o' the Co-
operative eoclety.”

“She's the treasurer o' the Red Cross.”

"An secrelary o' the 'soclated Charitles.”

“Used to be,” put In Mme. Hostetter,
amiably trivmphant. “Aln’t you noticed she
dropped everything about
ago?”

A5 1 llve an’ breathe!” sald Mrs. Frager.
*So she 410,

“It hadn't made an impression on me,"”
eald Mrs. Dean.

“"Well, when you see A woman that's been
a-runnin’ everything in town,” =sald Mrs.
Hostetter, loftlly, “got up an' drop it all of

be In this
It's within an

I've sea |t n-goin' on for
I've see It with my own

closed her

oyes |

thres months

kind of attack. Gt a dodtor!"™

“"Some kind of Nddlesticks,
what's got into you?t?'"'

"0, don't you sea her ayes 'm all sel outl
the window. 8She can't spenk—she can't
sven utter,”

Mrs., Hosletter turned and looked out the
window, She threw back her hend and burst
out laughing, “'O, that's what ‘s got into
you,'"" she said, nnd went on laughiog as it
she couldn't stop,

M, Frazer's eves followed hera. The
thres wonien sal staring at the dove-colored

My Dean,

door, Mrs, Mayhew had eome oul on her
front porch, She had a bird cage In her
hapd. She stood Tooking off toward a fOir

grove that approached the house closely on
oty side, While they etlll watched she
turned slowly and hung the cage up on the
right gslde of the door. Then she went {ato
the house and closed the door behind her—
the mosl innocent looking door In that west-
ern town,

Mrs. Hostetter settled comforiably In her
CHalr,  “"Now you'll see” she sald
drew a gold watoh out of a pocket crocheted
on her noble bust, and apened L. “In just
about fifteen minutes by the watch—you'll
see."”

The other two women sat on the edges of
their chaire and neithor moved nor spoke
while the minutes got themselves by, Their
facelh wers piade of suspense, thelr breatbing
was nolseless;. Their backs ached of leaning
forward, thelr eyes of watching.

Suddenuly a man came out of the depihs
of the wood and walked rapldly toward the
house, He kept among the tall ferns and In
the shadow of the trees. He wns a young-
looking man, His hat was drawn down over
his eyes and there was something furtive in
his movementis. He approached the dove-
colored door, whelh opened at once, aud heo
disappeared within the house,

When the hearta of Mrs, Dean and Mrs.
Frazer sucteoded In pumplng a little color
back Into those white, shocked faces, Mrs.
Hostetter burst out laughlng agaln,

"Who ls 117" sald one woman, In'a whis-
per.

*“0, I don't know who it 1s.
onee or twice a week.
for three months,

Ehe

He goes there
It's been a'goln’ on
Ever since she left off
ohurch, an' cholr, an' lberry Dboard, an'
everyihing else. That aln’t all.  ['ve see
for a long time that there 's some cool foel-
in's bouween her 'n Mr. Mavhaw—"'

“An' Mr, Mayhew such a nice man!'

"1 never hear a word agin hlin yet.'

“An' It peems to be on hia slde. My
merey! She ust to comoe to the door with
hiim every time he went duwn town, an’

last thing he'd do he'd up an’ kisas her.
& palr o' fool lovers, They'd been mar-
ried a long time, too, He spent all his
evenin's at home with her, unless there was
somethin' to go to, an' then he'd alwnys
take her. An' LI she sung a plece, or
played on the piano, or declaimed—my
mercy! he just st an’ couldn’t take his cyes
off o' her, I never see his beat for admirin’
a woman an' lettin' his admire stick out all
over him. so's everybody with ha'f a oye
could see It. He falrly carried his admire
| around on his sleeve! An' when he come
home to dinnper she'd run out to the gate,
an' firet thing he'd do he'd up an' klss her,
Well, it's all changed now, He never gies
a step with her anywheres. He never
spends an' evenin' at home; an' 1f she comes
tn the door with 'Im, he just walks off with
his head down, kind of slow an' thinkin',
an' never so much 's looks back once."

“Mebbe somebody's glve him a hint,"
! breathed Mrs. Frazer.

Mrs. Hostetter smiled and cleared her
throat.

“Mebbe somebody has," she sald, mys-
teriously.

“Mebbe somebody's sent hlm an anony-
mous lalter."

Mrs. Hostetter flxed her unexpectedly with
a stern gaze. ‘‘Mebbe somebody has."

“Well, my land! Don't eat a body up
with your eves so. I wa’'n't accusin' you."

“Well, you can i you want,” sald Mrs.
Hestetter, undaunted.

“W'y, you mnever, dld you?"’
both women In & breath.

“Yes, I a4, sald Mrs, Hostetter, proud
a8 o peacock with an unfurled tall, I give

Like

exclalmed

MWHAT IS IT'?" ASKED

—
BOTH WOMEN AT ONCE.

a sudden you just look around you an' keep
still,  There never's very much smoke
without a fire'*

The other two women sdat staring at the
dove-colored door. Who would ever have
euspecied a scandal behind a door of such
a color? The one door on the whole street
to suggest innocence and retlioence—

Mra. Hostetter broke in on thelr thoughts.
“Mebbe you have seen a bird cage hung out
on her front porch frequent, {f you ba'n't
seen anything else.'

They drew ehlvering breaths,
éeen the bird cago.

“"Well, then, mebbe you have seen that
somo days It was hung on a hook on the
left side o' that dove-colored door, an’ some
days oo the right?"

They looked nt each other and cleared
thelr throats elmultaneoualy, Hach face re-
flected Lack the mwortdficatipn on the other.
They shook thelr heads, honest but ashumad,
They would tell the truth though the bheav-
ens fell for L.

“Well, you might of, If you'd bhad your
wits aboutl you," sald Mrs. Hosteller, “You
needn’t sguirm so. You both deserve to
have it rubbed Ju. A-lvin' right In rangoe
o' her door, the two o' you!" Her tone
waa bitier with reproach.

“I have seen that sho's looked mighty
plmpin' when ahe did go out,” sald Mre,
Dean, recovering slightly.

YAn' It's bLeen long spells between her
goln' outs,” sald Mrs, Frager, with lofty
eyvbrows.

“Sho's had a pale, ecared look. 1 have
scen that she was n-concealin® something.'

“She ain't hardly made a call. She plo't
even called on the minlster's wife—an' her
with & teethin’ baby an’ ancther oun the
way! She aln't been to see d soul., B8he's
made excuseds overy time I've asked her to
run lp an fetoh her work. Bhe's even made
excuses whon I've offered to take mipe In
an' &et o spell.”

“Bhe dou't wamt company,’ sald Mrs.
Hostetter, "I'm ghd you've see something,
it oply thet much, If you bad watched that
dove-colored dour a leetle closgr you'd of
#v0 that when the bird cage was hung out
on the—*

O, my land!" eried ouwt Mrs, Déan, in a
great volde for so thin o wouan, She started
forward o her chalr, Her fhoe was us gray

They had

as ashos. Her eyes had o wild, strained
look.

“W'y, forever,” gusped Mprs, Frazer,
terrified

“What's got Inte’ you?" demanded Mra.
Hostetter, unmoved,
"0, my land!'' "

“alls' Hostetier! Bhe's a-golu’ lote scne

| him & hint in an anonymous ietter—just the
mildest kind of an Intimation-—**

0, what did you eay? Tell ue what you
sald,"

They were a-quiver with excltement,

“Well, I just eald''—she leaned back rnd
half-closed her eyes—'that when the bird
cage hung on the right side of the door a
young man went there early an' staved all
the wlternoon, I told him—"

"0, good for you!"

“I glory In your spunk. You nre grir.”

"Good for you! Nerve—unht"

I 10ld him'"—Mra, Howtetter swelled out

take any anonymous letter's word for It
All he had to do wns to watch for hisself
any Toosday or Friday."

“"An' dld he?”

Her oountenance
dldn't, 1 must say."

“What! Didn't he never?"

“No, not a onca."

W'y, how do you know?"

“I've set here at my window every Toos-
day an' Friday sloce. I've sot a little back,
s0's I couldn't be seen, but I've never took
my eyes off o' that house. It's struined my
eyes 80, 4-keepin' 'em set right on one spot,
almost without winkin' for fear 1'd miss
somethin', that I've had to keep a-bathin'
‘em In strong sult water. It's terrible good
| for the eyes, Well, if her husband had

#-watched he'd been sure to see the man,
an' then, of course, he'd of gone straight

o the house to—well, to—er—hum-—beard
;lmn.“ she added, in a deep volee, "in his—
Ierﬁhum-—duu. But he never went there
ouce, But } see him the day after he got

the letter,"” she continued, with a return
to triumph, “an' he looked as gray as an
ashpan, 1 bld him the time o' day an' he
i eould hardly speak. O, he felt it deep., It
| was pitiful to see him try to smile—an' ull
Inm gray wrinkles s-trembiin’' around his
{ mouth,” ghe added, cheerfully,

‘1 don't see what elled bhim, not to
| watch,” weald Mrs. Dean, helplessly, not
| knowing the meaning of the word houor.

“I don't ase, elther.'

“Well, watch or no watch, he's leen a
| mighty elck-leokiug map ever since. Ha
looks es If he'd been pulled through a kanot
hole A man with & cancer or a ocase of
appendikitis couldn't loek much worse.”

“That's so," sald Mra. Dean.

“0), mercy, my bread'" exclaimed
Hostetler, gettlng up excliedly,
run, or '}l be spolie.”

“We'll have to take this here dove-color
door ip hapd.,” called Mrs. Dean atter her,
*“1f o can’t put a stop to 11, I guesa we can.

fell. “"Well, no, he

Mra,
“1 must

her bust superbly—''that he didn't need to |

We can’t Mave any such goin'-ous In this | pomethin’ waa p-goln' on right under our | puplle were like little blue-black bulleta.

nelghborhood.™

Mre, Frazer closed the door carefully after
Mra, Hostetter and returned to the slitlog
room. She sat down and looked at Mfa
Dean, Mrs, Dean looked at her Both
emiled

“It takes lots o' folke to make a world,"
pald Mrs, Dean. "The |des o' hor a-makin’
put ao about other prople's nctin-upa. Look
ut her husband. The whole town a-talkin’
about him, 1 reckon I women knew all
thnt's beln' sald about their husbands, they

woulda't be w0 fresll a-talkin’  about
others."’

“Yen," said Mrs. Frazer, slowly, "but
aln’t that awlfal about Mis' Mayhew? 1

can‘t git over her a-havin® such a virtuous
logkin' front dovor. 1'll never trust dove-
oolor again as long as the Lord glves me
treath. It you'd of told me to Hhunt wup
the length an' the breadth eof this hull
town for an Innoctent-lookin® house'' she
added, with great solemnily. “1'q  of
pointed out that one'

Mra. Dean arose slowly., “1 do' know but
what T would of, too,"” she gald, with a
deep sigh, "Well, I've got to go, loo. I
aln't got A week's bake ready to go In thoe
ovor—1 get mine all done on tha proper
baking day—but I've n plenty to do.™

Mrs, Frazer weni to the door with her.
She bade her good afternoon there, but
when Mrd, Dean bhad renched the gate Mrs,
Prazer ran heavily downn the stepa and
stood on the walk, 8he stood with ther
body balanced backward, holding one hand
arched over her eyess, The wind wie strong,
It streamed her light gown out In fapping
folds and gave bold glimpses of her thick
ankles. "0, say, Mia' Dean," she called out,
1ifting her volee importantly, “I'll drop in
tomorrow  eure, an' lel you kunow where
that trunk went to,”

It was nn afternoon In spring.
had pushed out thelr new pushy growth
of pale, delicate greon, The saps had
mounted through swelling velns and blown
thelr sploy fragrance through the alr, The
shadbush was In white and fringy bloow.
The wild currant hung her red clusters
of beauty over the creek that went foam-
ifng down to the Sound, Out In the woods
the salmonberry's crimson bells swung fairy
musle for those who were born with the
gift of divine hearing. In shallow ponds
and marsh places the mellow-throated frogs
murmured day and night. The red-vested
robin rotked in the dappled alder's top
and sang his sweet but few-noted love lyrle
to his sweetheart. The beautiful skunk
cabbnge had 1ifted Its pale waxen candles
from out the broad green leaves. The ferns
wore thrusting thelr bent heads through
the molst earth, lke mottled Bllver sger-
pents. The meadows and the hillsides had
run to yellow with dandellons and butter-
Cups.

The firs

You are very, very pretty,

You are very, very swoeat!
oalled the red-vested robin, and Mrs, May-
hew, hangiog up her bird cage at the right
| of the dove-culored door, thrilled with sud-
den joy and lifted her eyes to the tall alder
tree, Surely that was spring herself tip-
toelng across the hills in her pale green
gown, with blown golden halr about her,
and the laughter of rills followlng after
her footsteps. There was a wreath of star
flowers about her brow, and about her walst
@ buttercup zone, Her breath had the
eweotnesa of a wild rose thicket and she
bore the attar of lest ecstacy In the pink
cup of her hand. And ah, the Irresistible
Iure of her—

Then & cloud fell upon Mrs, Mayhew's
face, She turned with a sigh and entered
the house, Her brow wus lined deep with
care.

A sweeter-faced woman than she had
never come to that western town, She had
laughed and sung herself, in sheer happi-
nees, Into every one's heart. The men ad-
mired her, the women loved her, her hus-
band adored her. For two years shs had
been the envied leader of all—the most
beautiful, the most graclous, the most ac-
complished of her sex.

Then the change came. The cholr, the
church, the Red Cross soclety knew her no
more. BShe was not well, she sald, and her
white face and dark-colored eyes were sllent
wiinesees In proof of the sasertion. At flrst
there was wonder, then ourlosity, then a
putting together of heads and gossip.

Mrs. Mayhew suspected nothing. There
were other things to oeccupy her thoughts.
Life wis holding another oup—a new cup—to
her lips, and she was drinking it without a
murmur. The gravest =ln one can commit
against her nelghboms Is to bear a trouble
in sllence without taking them Into her
confldence, This sin Mrs, Mayhew had com-
mitted. People of a certaln bellef, endeavor-
ing to explain thelr conception of sin and
{ta inevitable punlishment to unenlightened
minds, usually sssure us in childlike argu-
ment that “if we put our hands lnto the
fire we will be burned." When Mras, Mayhew
“kept things" from her neighbors she waa
unconsclously putting her &mall bhand Into
a hot fire,. A day wans to come when she
would take It out, only to learn that it was
too lnte for remedies to be of avall,

On this spring day, then, she hung the
bird cage on the right side of the innocent-
looking door. A few momentis Intér a man
came hurrying from the dark wood. She
opened the door at once and admitted him,

Twenty minutes later Mrs. Dean, Mra,
Frazer and Mrs, Hoatetter stood before the
same deor and looked at each other. Thelr
heapts had pumped the blood all away from
thelr faces.

*“Shall we knock?” questloned Mras, Dean,
fn a thin whisper,

“Knuck!"" sald Mrs. Hostetter's uncom-
promising bass. *'An’ glve him time to hide?
What's the use in coming If we don't take
'em by surprise, Let me git a-holt o' that
door handle, You both look as white as
pillow slipa, I'll lead the way, I alo't
| afrald."

The door swung open
rustied and swished

readily and they
into the wide hall,

Hatenlng. 'The hall rap clear through the
house, with rooms opening into It on both
6ldes. From a room at the farther end a
murmur of velces camo faintly through a
ologed door, They lpoked at each other and
nodded thelr heads sllently,

Down the hall, huddled together lke
frightened sheep—aonly sheep are Innocent
things and harmiess—went Mimw, Hostetter,
Mrs, Frarer and Mrs. Dean. They opened
the door and peered Into the room, and thls
fs what they saw: A large, sunny room,
having an air of comfort, BEasy chalrs and
rugs, and in the windows blooming plants,
In tho center of the room Mrme. Mayhew,
stern and white, meeting thelr gage with
undaunted eyes. In one corner of the room
& bed, and, sitting up in It, propped with
pillows, a miserable old wreck of & womaun,
leeripg &t them with wild, cunning eyes.
Her cheoks were sunken; her nose and her
chin @lmost met; her body was bowed al-
most double. The awful light of Insanity
shone out of her face llke phosphorous.

At the wholly unexpected slght of her
the three women huddled closer together,
borrified and aghant,

“ley, hey!" oried the old creature, with

| & dreadful laugh. “Why don't you give the
!lndies & cheer? He they ladles, or beun't
they? If they be, why dont you give 'em
A cleer?'"
Then, with her beart beatlng il it
#vemed to shake her slight body, Mrs. May-
hew spoke. "“To whst sm I Indebled for
this unexpected visit?"

Mre. Hostetter's speech had been long
prepared and committed to memory., Hut
not o word of It ceme. Whatever the three
women had expectedd to find behind that
duve-colored door, It was certalnly not that
bed and lts dread ocoupandt. The room
sveméd whirllng wround them., Mrs. Hos-
tetter endeavored to glve ulterance to some
of her carefully prepared asentences and
fulled dlamally. Finally she faltered out:
"We—we—that —we wanted to have a
talk with you."

“Well "

time

They closed the door behind them and slood I

very nosesa'—her volce strengthened hs she
wont on—-"'an’' wa concluded we'd come An’
have a talk with you

“Well 2"

“Wa've seen you hang that birdeags out
on the right-hand slde o' the deor; an' then
wa've see that fellow come an' slay an' stay
We don't proposa to have such goln'ons
right under our noses. You've got him hid
here som'ers, now. It your husband oan't
put a etop to it, we can.'

She paused, and there was Intense sllence
for a moment Then the old woman cried
out: “Why don't you glve ‘em a cheer?
Bo they ladies, or boan't they?'

“1 don't know,” sald Mrs., Moayhew, and
laughed out scornfully. But almoest  In-
saantly her face showed contirition

O, 1 dida's mean that,'” she eried, turh

Ing lmploringly to the women. 1 beg that
you will forgive me I know yvou monn Lhis

in kindness, but your words cut my heart
like knives.*
“0, wa 4ldn't ealculnte to ba recelved

on two chips,' piped out Mrs. Dean

“Wa

“Why don't you give "em a cheer? Thoy
don't look Jike ladiew, but give ‘em a chewr
nanyhow."

‘And now.” conciuded
walking to the door of t
| throwing It open, “my
{may a few words to yo
regrottully permit you

When the three women

the young man,
¢ loner room and
er's husband will
J, afd then we Wil
depare.”

Became oonvinesd

to

| that it was reslly Mr. Mayhew wha was en- |
i tering  thelr fuces were thingas to behald
PAand  remember Mra Fraser oonfossed

witerward thiut she had a "glddy feeling —as
1f ahe'd Tet all holts go. the very carpet It

golf went up and down In waves under her.”

Mrs. Dean shrank back against the wall for
suppart Mre, Hosselter's [Ine fAghting
featherd dropped, but she stood her ground
bravely
Mr. Mayhew advanced and stood beside his
wife Ho was le and worh-looking, He
spoke In quiet, oven tones.
“1 have Seprd all that my wife =ald, nl-
though she did not mean for me o hear I,
She spoke e Lrith. 1

and 1 am glud,

l

braced up to do our dooty lHke Christians,
no motter how hard we might be insulted.”
Her voice was as sharp as her face.

“You ecan't decelye us an atom,” put in

Mra. Frazer. determined to have her lnu-
rels;, too “Not an atom. We have sce
evoerything. We have even soe the cold

feelin's beiwixt you an' Mr. Mayheéw—a man
that this hull town, from one end to the
other, looks up to, Everyhody has seen
the cold feelln's that's come betwixt you'

Now, Indeed, Mrs, Mnyhew was lKke o
white 111y, smitten and crushed by a storm.
She clung, trembling, to the chalr, and
looked at them with dark, terrified eyes.

“This—this {8 my mother,' she faltered
“She {s old and feeble, and she—she had
troubla, It affected her mind. I hod her
brought here, so 1 could care for her as a
daughter should.*” She gathered courame
ag she went on.  “"“He—my hushand—dld not
wieh It. He thought it would be too much
for my etrength—would make me 11— Bul
it would have killed me to ses her taken—"
she burst out into wild sobblng, I couldn’t.
But he was angry— O, he made it hard for
me to do my duty to her. 1 almost went
mad myself, 1 gave up everything, and
there was so much work—I could not have
oven one servant. I could not bear that
any one should know—
my dear, falthful mother! My heart has
bled nlght and day, but T have done my
duty to her— He has made it hard for
me, but it has been hard for him, too. Ha
does not see i1t In the right llght. He loves
me 8o tenderly that he feels my duty Is to
him only. Then there has heen trouble
between us becauss of it.  Have you not
seen that he looks 11—

“We nave seen that,” Interrupted Mrs.
Hostelter, dellberately. ‘‘He looks mighty
111, Most men would—to get anonymous let-
ters a-tellln’ ‘em that their wife hung out
bird cages on the right side o' Hoors, an’
that then men come a-sncakin’ there—'"

»0, surely,” sald Mrs, Mayhew, gazing &t
her with wide, fasclpating eyes. ‘‘No one
would be so cruel! Why, he knew all about
{t. He is in the house now. And then, to
hurt him with such a letter. To let him
know that 1 was suspected. * * And he
never told me! He bore that, too, for my
gake, in sllence!"

*Oh, he's In the house now, 1s he?" erled
Mrs, Dean, in her shrill staccato. "You'd
lika ua to belleve that, would you? You'd
ke to make us belleve he knows all about
the man you've got hld som'ers here now."

“Nothing would make us bbklleve your
husband & in this house now but seeln’ him
in the flegh and blood,”” sald Mrs. Fostetter,
golemnly. “May the Lord have mercy on
vou for n sinful woman! Your onfy hope
of salvatlon ls to make a full confession of
your sins, Bring ‘out the partner of your
gullt,” she exhorted In a loud volce, "Bring
him out, an' let him suffer the awful effects
of his secret sin. Nothing can save elther of
you but bein’ purged with fira. Mebbe you
think it was pleasant fer us to coms hers an’
be insulted? We've done our duty like
Chrigtlan women, an’ we're ready to leave
It all to the Lord. Bring out the pariner of
your gullt—"

Her volce faltered. The door of an Inner
room had opened. A YOUng Iman came
plowly toward them,

Not gredatly rke a tripmphant lover looked
ho. He was pale and haggard, The three
women started and grasped hold of one an-
other convulslvely, He faced thom with an
alr of desperatlon,

“You want to know who I am?'" he sald.
I"Ehu'-l die or lose her reyutation forever
before she'd tell you, but I'll tell you, TU'm
ber brother; the son of her mother. I llve
fn & hut up In the forest, and I don't dare
to show my wretched face to man, 1'm an
eacaped conviot from the penltentlary,
where 1 went for forgery. 1 wns gullty, too.
[t ls my fault that my old mother sits there
in bed a Jibbering |dlot. It {8 my fault that
this awful burden 18 on my &lster. Yet
twice a week for months she has been lel-
ting me come here, because my mother
knows me and s calmed by my presence.
Only an angel would have clung to such an
abandoned wretch as I am and tried to make
n man of him. Bhe has never once Te-
proached me; never lost falth that 1 will
yet be @ man. Her husband, modest ladles,
knows all about my comlng, The birdcage
was not hung out (o lnform me that he was
pnot at home, but that none of her kindly
Interested nelghbore were making afterncon
visite. Slnce you have kpown of my visits
tor eix months 1 am slmost stunned with
wonder that you did pot drop in before., 1
marvel, in faot, that you did pot take up
your bed and board In thls unhappy home,
Your dellcate self-repression flls me with
admiration.*

He paused for a second, In absolute need
of breath. When he spoke agaln o glance at
his slster's face, which showed slgns of
deep suffering, bad changed his look and
tope. “Well" he saild, dellberately, “you
have inveded the sacreduess of my sleter's
home, You have worined out her sorrowful
secrets, You have tried to estrange her
husband (rom her. You heve hounded down
# gullty, repentant wreteh, who bad noth-
ing left but to be near his mother and
sister, whose lives he had rulned, and who
musi now siert out agalo oo his lonely wan-
derlug with no place fn which to lay hils
head. You belong to the ehurch. You oall
yourselves Christians. Are these the things
Christ taught you to do? Are these—'*

“Hey, bey!" cried the old creaturs on the
bed. “What's all this fuss about?’ She

"We—we've séen for & loug that

pevred s them with dreadful eyes; the

“AS FOR YOU WOMEN—"

She was my mother, |

—

have been Jealous of her devotion to her
mother, It mide me miseratle, and I, in
turn, made her miserable by my
and coldness,
unable to appreciate the
nobllity of her character,
hne spoken the truth,
of you must have heen so kind as to write
me made me feel more bitterly townrd my
wife for having placed us both In filsa posl-
tlens. I brooded over it without telling her.
But, foreseeing that seconer or later the
| author of the letter would make the visit
of investigation which you are now doing
1s the honor to make, 1 have remalned at

unselfishness and

home every Tuesdny and Priday since, to
protest my wife when she needed me.
My wife"—wlithout looking at her he

reached out for her hand, which she gave
him qulekly and silently, drawing nearer to
him—"12 a woman who will l¢l me atone
and make her so happy that she will forglve
me,
and help her to do her duty. Now you know
all. And now—as you have gratified your
curloglty 1n what you are probably pleased to
consider a truly Christian manner and apirit
—weo shall be glad to be left alone, to bear,
as best we may, the bitteroess and the
numlliation which you have heaped upon us*

They got themselves out of the house
somehow, Thelr faces were of a dull red;
their breathing was somewhat hurrlied, *'If
1 ever, in all my horn days!" sald Mrs. Dean,
She cast n baMed leok up at the bird cage
as she passed, "I declare I most wish to
mercy we hadn't gone."

“1 don't belleve a word of it,'”" crled out
Mra, Frazer, 1ifting her dress high on both
glden, *“There's something a-goin' on. The
brass of ‘em—a-tellin' a story Mke that to
oiur fazes! I guess we'd betler not breathe
It to a soul "

“Breathe 1t!"" eald Mrs. Hosiotter, In a
deep volce, She was walking on ahead, lead-
Ing the retrent with great, high stepa, even
though her skirts were trailing a little. *I'll
tell it to the length an' the breadth o
this bull town."

|

[
|

It Snved His Haby.

“1 take great pleasuro in recommending
Chamberlain's Colle, Cholera and Diarrhoea
| remedy to the people of this vielnity,” says
Mr. J. H, Donk, Williams, Oregon, '"When
my baby was terribly sick with the dlar-
rhoea we were unable to cure him with the
doctor's nealstance. As a lost resorl wo
tried Chamberlain’'s Colle, Cholera and
Digrrhoen remedy, and T am happy to say
received Immediate relief and a complete
cure."

A Trylng Sliuation.

When the car hod stopped at the cornor a
poar looking woman got on, relates the
Detroit IPree Press,

“Ploaso tike o seat further forward,” said
the eonductor., and he walted for her to do
| g0, The woman pald no attentlon. The
| conductor repeated what he had sald before,

ndding that she was In the smoking seat,

But the woman dld not budge,

The conductor sald it all agaln with
greator emphasis, The womun looked some-
‘whm uncomfartable, but did not stir, nor
did she say a word, The conductor
| getting exasperated, as the oar had hecn
walting at the corner all thls time, 8o he
| went wlong to whera the woman sat and
| helped her to alight, It beeame evident
|then that she did oot know what shy wis
| expected to do, as she started for the curb-
stone, to wait for another car, Hut the

hardness |
Until this hour 1 have been |

Her brother, too, '
The letter which ane |

Henceforth I shall bear her burdens

Wil |

conductor motioned her to another seat ani
hefped hor o, Then she sald hor first word:
"]n:: reretehe nicht Englikohe'

All weak pinces 1h your syetem affectunlly
tlowed mgainst disease by DeWitt's Littls
@arly Risers, They cloanse the bowels
promptly eure chraple conastipation, regulnte
the Mver and Al you with new Tife and
vigor. Small, plensunt. nure; never gripe.

Whnt n Personnl Invelvens,

Detrolt Journal;  “WIN you kindly say In
your paper that Mr. Willlam Jones Is visit-
Ing In Doston?" asked the man,

YWe ohinrge 10 pents a line for porsonals,”
replied the editor,

SVeory well,” sald the mam. It will hardly
! take mote than one line, I suppose.’”

The editer wrote, and read aloud as he
Wit e—
“Mr, Willlam Jones la vislting friends |n

Boston. The Willlam Jonea who s visiling
friendn in Boston s not William Jounes, the
grocer, who has just got In a carioad of
fresh cucumbers, which he will sell at your

own price; or Dr. Willlam Jones, who oures
deafnoss by electrieity; or Prof, William
Jones, the palmit, who tells your past and

future for $1; or Hot, Willlam Jones, who
i belng urged by him friends to ran for
oongtos, or BH Jones

Iore there Intervened the sound of pearry-
Ing feot. The editor was alone;

Irritnting stings, bites, scratchoes, wounds
and cuts soothed -and healed hy DeWitt's
Witeh Hazel Salve—a gure and safe applica-
tion for tortured desh. Beware of counters
felts,

Went Prepared,

Chiteago Tribune: “Have 1 got to wear &
full dross sult,' dsked the guaost, “in order
to ent dinner at this hotel

“That s our Invarlable rule’” said the
funkey who had stopped Him at the door
of the dinlng room.

“Ah? Then eXxcuse me one moment,
ploase,"

Whereupon the lightning change artist or
the Sure Thing Vaudeville comphay stopped
tehingd the door, and in slx seconds emerged
therefrom, to all wppenrances a gentlemnn
and clearly entitled to admisslon,

— e ————— ————e. |

CASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

fng Kind You Have Always Bought

Kodol

Dyspepsia Cure

Digests what you eat.
Tvartificially digests the focd and aids
Wature in strengthéning and recon-
structing the exhausted digestive or-
gans. It s the latest discovered digest-
ant anu tonie. No other preparation
can approach it in efficiency. 1t in-
stantly relleves and permanently cures
Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Heartburm,
{ li‘fatrulence. Sour Stomach, Nausea
Sick Headuache,Gast ru!gm.Cramps‘and
all other results of imperfectdigestion,
Prapngred by E. C. DeWitt &Ce.. Chicoao.

Another
$10.00
Gash

| Prize

Boare *he
glgnature of

to the woman who securps beétween Be‘m
18t and 16th the greatest number of White
Rus fun  sonp  wrilppers, No  wrappera
turned in before Sept. 18t nor after 2 o'clock
oom, Bept, 16th wiil be counted In thils $10
lcuntvst. but cach uand every wrapper, no
matter when turned in, will count In the
| grand prize contest ending Dec, 20th, 1899,
when the woman having t?w greatest num-
ber of

WHITE RUSSIAN BOAP WRAFPFERS
to her credit will recelve as a present a
$200.00 Aluska sealskin jackel made to measa
ure, There will alsp be nine additional
prizes Two valued at $25 each and seven
of $10 caszh each,

These contests open only to the women ot
Nebraska and the city of Counc!l Bluffs, Ia,
Bring or send ull wrappers to Jas. 8. Kirk
& Co., 306 B, 12th Bt. Omaha,
1Alle A, Ragntz, Columbus, Neb, had
the greatest number of White Russinn soap
wruppors up to noon, Aug, 31, and recelves
the 310 cash prize,

SHONOROECHUCEOEUEVIURBUROACHE

The proof
of the
Pudding
is in the
Eating.

Have youn tried
o Beo Want AdP
They

bring results,

ONOHOBORONONOEONONONCHONOR

JOBBERS AND MANUFACTURERS

OF OMAHA.

DRY GOODS.

M, E, Smith & Co.

Laipertess and Jobbers of
Dry Goods, Furnishing Goods
AND NOTIONS

~ ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES.

W‘utorn Elactrical

Company
Flectrical Supplies,

Eleotric Wiring Bells and Gas Lightag
a w JOHR&TON‘. Mgr 1 Howsrd =

- HARDWARE.
| Lce-ﬂlass-hndreesen

Hardware Co.
, Wholesale Hardware,

|

|

|

Bleycles and Bporting Goods, LB1-K1-88 Har
]

ney Bireet.

e _
SAFE AND IKON wORKS.
he Omaha Safe

and lron Worlks,

G. ANDREEN, Prop.
Makos nspocinlty of -
B CUAPES,
FIRE KA s
bud Buraiar Proof 8afas ana Veult Dioors, ete
G100 B, 14th Fi, OQwehbhn, Nob.

HARNESS -SADDLERY,

J.H- Haney & Co.

AM'frva

HARNDYS, SADDLES AND) COLLARS
Jobbers of Leathor, Saddiery Hardware, Ein
813-316-317 B, 1ith
—— |

BOILER AND SHEET IRON WORKS

Drako. Wilson
& Williams

Successors Wilson & Dirake.
Manufacturers bollers, smoke stacks z
rl‘ﬂt‘h!ﬂ 8, vressure, rendering, sheep dip,
ard and weater tanks, bollery tubes con-
slantly en hand, second  liand  bollers
bought and sao'd. Epeclal and prampt to
1ih and Plarcs

m—

repalrs In ¢ty or country
BOOTS-SHOES-RUBBERS,

We sollclt your orders,

merican Hand
Sewed Shoe Co

M'frsy Joblers of Fool Wear

WESTERN AOENTS FOR
The Jesaph Banigan Rubber Qo
— R
CHICORY
ke American
Chicery Co.

Growers and manufecturers of all formas of
Chlcory  Omabs-Fregunt-0 Nelp

|




